JIM (coming in. He has got an evening  newspaper

wrapped up ) : Where's your mother ?
FREDA : In the kitchen. Any luck, father ?
" JIM : Not so as you'd notice it.
FREDA : What a shame !
JIM : What are you trying to do ?
FREDA : Trying to make the wheels go round.

[MABEL BARCALDINE'S voice is heard from the

kitchen.

MABEL : Is that you, Jim ?
JIM : Yes, dear.

[She appears. She hasn't lost her looks. Although
engaged in household work, she is not untidy. She
has the same slick appearance as her daughter.

MABEL : Do you want that iron, Freda ?

FREDA  (beginning to dash off] :  Good Lord, I

forgot all about it !

MABEL : Well, don't leave that thing behind.

[FREDA turns back and carts off the sweeper.

MABEL goes up to her husband and puts her hand
on his shoulder and kisses him-,
Any luck, Jim ?

JIM : Not so as you'd notice it !
MABEL : What about the Glasgow people ?
JIM : Haven't heard yet. (Fills pipe.)
MABEL : What a shame !

JIM : As a matter of fact we don't expect to
hear yet awhile. Not for a day or two.
MABEL : Oh, well, that's good, isn't it ?

JIM : Oh, yes. I'm not worrying about them yet.
Rosel has been at us again !
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